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SHAKESPEARE; 

A REPRINT OF THE " FAMOUS FOLIO OF x69_3." 

AD YER TIS EMENT. 

" A reprint of the firlt Folio, not free from inaccuracies, was publi/hed in 8o 7. A cond 
reprint is now in courfe of publication by Mr. Lionel Booth. The firt't part, containing the Comedies, 
has already appeared. It is probably the molt corre& reprint ever iffued." 
-he Cambridge Edition of Shakefpeare, vol. i. Preface, p. xxvi. 

MONG the many commendations betowed on this Reprint of the Firt Edition of 
Shakefpeare, none has occafioned fo much fatisfa&ion as the above, becaufe, from 
the very nature of the labours of the learned Editors, it bears certain evidence that the 
principal obje& aimed at in the reprodu&ion--accuracy--has been duly teOced. 
At the commencement of the undertaking, it was thought that a Reprint of the 
mo important edition of Shakefpeare, unlefs attended with that care which could alone 
fecure thorough identity with the Original; had better remain unattempted; indeed, 
without extreme caution being devoted to it, the mot likely refult "would be an increafe 
to the perplexities of Shakefpearian criticifm--whereas, to put forth a book, the cor- 
rec'-tnefs of which might in every way be depended on, could not fail to be an acceptable 
aid to Shakefpearian fudies. 
That the effort has been fuccefsful in refpe& to Part I., now nearly two years in 
circulation, is certified by the fa& that not a tingle quetion of its accuracy has been 
encountered, which has not proved to be an error or mifapprehenfion of the quetioner. 



Great Homer's birth fev'n rival cities claim, 
Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame ; 
Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 
His wond'rous worth; what Egypt could bettow, 
With all the fchools of Greece and Aria join'd, 
Enlarg'd the immenfe expanfion of his mind: 
Nor yet unral'd the Maonian Rrain ; 
The Britifh Eagle* and the Mantuan Swan 
Tow'r equal heights. But, happier Stratford, thou 
With incontetted laurels deck thy brow; 
Thy bard was thine unfchool'd, and from thee brought 
More than all Egypt,. Greece, or Aria taught; 
Not Homer's felf fuch matchlefs laurels won, 
The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakefpeare none. 
T. SEWARD. 
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SHAKESPEARE. 
COLLATION OF THE EDITION OF 3. 
(Continued.) 

THE HISTORIES. 

*** The Collation is given with each Part, to prevent the reproduHion of any peculiarity 
of the Original IP'ork being miflaken for a aefee?. 

King John--pages I to 22. 
Richard the Second--pages 23 to 45--(in rome copies page 37 is mifprinted 39). 
Henry the Fourth, Part I.--pages 46 to 73--(pages 47, 48, are omitted). 
Henry the Fourth, Part II.--pages 74 to Icx, with a leaf containing the " E'LOGVE," 
and, on its reverfe, "THE ACTORS NaMS"--(pages 89, 9(, are mifprinted 
9 , 99-). 
Henry the Fiftmpages 69 to 95(as will be perceived, the .pagination of this portion of 
the work, 69 to Ioo, has been repeated). 
Henry the Sixt, Part I.--pages 96 to 119. 
Henry the Sixt, Part II.--pages I2o to I46. 
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Fitzrv. How fondly do'f thou fpurre a forward Horfe? 
If I dare eate, or drinke, or breathe,or liue, 
I dare meete Surrey in a Wilderneffe, 
And fpit vpon him, whilef I fay he Lyes, 
And Lyes, and Lyes : there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tye thee to my frong Correc'Ttion. 
As I intend to thriue in this new World, 
tumerle is guiltie of my true Appeale. 
Befides, I heard the banifh'd IXror.]blle fay, 
That thou .dumerle didf fend two ofthy men, 
To execute the Noble Duke at Callls. 
./lum. Some honef Chrlffian truf me with a Gage, 
That 2Volfolle lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
If he may be repeal'd, to trie his Honor. 
Bull. There differences thall all ref vnder Gage, 
Till 2Vorfolle be repeal'd : repeal',d he thall be i 
And (though mine Enemie)refor d againe 
To all his Lands and Seignories: when hee's return'd, 
Againf ./lumerle we will enforce his Tryall. 
CarL That honorable day fhall ne're be feene. 
Many a time hath banifh'd 2Vorflle fought 
For Iefu Chrif, in glorious Chriffian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriffian Croffe, 
Again black Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : 
And toyl'd with workes of Warre, retyr'd himfelfe 
To Italy, and there at Venice gaue 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 
And his pure Soule vnto his Capraine Chrif, 
Vnder whole Colours he had fought fo long. 
Bull Why Bithop, is 1Vorfolle dead ? 
Carl. As fure as I liue,my Lord. 
Bull. Sweet peace condu& his fweet Soule 
To the Bofome of good old .dDrahara. 
Lords Appealants, your differces fhal all refi vnder gage, 
Till we affigne you to your dayes of Tryall. 
Enter Yorle. 
Yorle. Great Duke of Lancaer, I come to thee 
From plume-plu;kt Qcbard, who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poffefl]on of thy Royall Hand. 
Afcend his Throne, defcending now from him, 
And long liue Henry, of that Name the Fourth. 
BulL In Gods Name, Ile afcend the Regall Throne. 
Carl. Mary, Heauen forbid. 
Work in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake, 
Yet be befeeming me to fpeake the truth. 
Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble, to be vpright Iudge 
Of Noble Rickard: then true Nobleneffe would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 
What Subie& can glue Sentence on his King . 
And who fits here, that is not Ricbards Subiec'Tt . 
Theeues are not iudg'd,but they are by to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 
And fhall the figure of Gods Maiefile, 
His Captaine, Steward,Deputie elec'Tt, 
Anoynted,Crown'd, planted many yeeres, 
Be iudg'd by fubie&,and inferior breathe, 
And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh, forbid it, God, 
That in a Chriian Climate, Soules refin'de 
Should fhew fo heynous, black,obfcene a deed. 
I fpeake to Subie&s, and a Subiec'Tt fpeakes, 
Stirr'd vp by Heauen,thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 
And if you Crowne him,let me prophecie, 

The blood of Englifh thall manure the ground, 
And future Ages groane for his foule AeTt. 
Peace thall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 
And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 
Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound. 
Diforder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie 
Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call'd 
The field of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 
Oh,if you reare this Houfe, againfc this Houfe 
It will the wofullef Diuifion proue, 
That euer fell vpon this curled Earth. 
Preuent it, refif it, and let it not be fo, 
Leaf Child,Childs Children cry againf you,Woe. 
lVortb. Well haue you argu'd Sir: and for your paines, 
Of Capitall Treafon we arreft you here. 
My Lord of Weflminfer, be it your charge, 
To keepe him fafely, till his day of Tryall. 
May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 
ull. Fetch hither F(ickard, that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we fhall proceede 
Without fufpition. 
Y'orle. I will be his Condu&. Exit. 
ull. Lords, you that here are vnder our Arref, 
Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer : 
Little are we beholding to your Loue, 
And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 

Enter cbard and T'ore. 
Rick. Alack, why am 1 lent for to a King, 
Before I haue ooke offthe Regall thoughts 
Wherewith 1 reign'd ? 1 hardly yet haue learn'd 
To in finuate, flatter, bowe, and bend my Knee. 
Glue Sorrow leaue a vhile, to tuture me 
To this fubmlffion. Yet 1 well remember 
The fauors of there men : were they not mine ? 
Did they not fometime cry, All hayle to me ? 
So ludm did to Chrif: but he in twelue, 
Found truth in all, but one i I,in twelue thoufand,none. 
God faue the King: will no man fay, Amen ? 
Am I both Pried, and Clarke? well then, Amen. 
God faue the King, although I be not hee : 
And yet Amen,if Heauen doe thinke him mee. 
To doe what feruice, am I lent for hither.  
orle. To doe that offace of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Maiefie did make thee offer: 
The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrookd. 
Rich.Glue me the Crown.Here Coufin, feize  Crown : 
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 
That owes two Buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier euer dancing in the ayre, 
The other downe, vnfeene,and full of Water : 
That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am I t 
Drinking my Griefes, whil'f you mount vp on high. 
Bull. I thought you had been willing to refigne. 
Rich. My Crowne I am, but iill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Glories and my State depofe, 
But not my Griefesi i%11 am I King of thole. 
Bull.Part of your Cares you glue me with your Crowne. 
Rick. Your Cares let vp, do not pluck my Cares downe. 
My Care, is loffe of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gaine of Care, by new Care wonne : 
The Cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away 
They "tend the Crowne, yet frill with me they fray: 
ull. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne? 
d z Rick. I, 
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Rich. I, noi no, I: for I muff nothing bee: 
Therefbre no, no, for I refigne to thee. 
Now, marke me how I will vndoe my felfe. 
I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head 
And this vnwieldie Scepter from my Hand 
The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart. 
With mine owne Teares I wa/h away my Balme, 
With mine owne Hands I glue away my Crown% 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath relea[e all dutious Oathes  
All Pompe and Maieftie I doe fir[weare : 
My Manors, Rents, Reuenues, I forgoe i 
My Ac'-ts, Decrees, and Statutes I denie : 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to mee, 
God keepe all Vowes vnbroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing haue, with nothing grieu'd 
And thou with all pleas'd, that hapc all atchieu'd. 
Long may'ft thou liue in Rithards Seat to fit, 
And foone lye Richard in an Earthie Pit. 
God [aue King Hemy, vn-King'd Richard [ayes 
And [end him many yeeres of Sunne-lhine dayes. 
What more remaines ? 
-North. No more : but that you reade 
The[e Accu[ations, and the[e grleuous Crymes 
Committed by your Perfon, and your followers 
Againft the State, and Profit of this Land : 
That by confefling them the Soules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily depos'd. 
Rich. Muff I doe [o . and mu[ I rauell out 
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle -Nortburnberland 
If thy Offences were vpon Record, 
Would it not/h:me theein [o faire a troupe, 
To reade a Lec"ture of them ? If thou would'ft, 
There /hould'lt thou finde one heynous Articl% 
Contayning the depoling of a King, 
And cracking the pcrong Warrant of an Oath, . 
Mark'd with a Blot damn'd in the Booke of Heauen. 
Nay, all of you that tIand and looke vpon me 
Whil'/t that my wretchedneffe doth bait my felfe, 
Though [ome of you, with Pilate, wa/h your hands 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Pilates 
Haue here deliuer'd me to my fowre Croff% 
And Water cannot wa/h away your linne. 
-North. My Lord difpatchreade o're there Articles. 
Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares, I cannot fee: 
And yet fair-Water blindes them not [o much 
But they can fee a fort of Traytors here. 
Nayif I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 
I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft : 
For I haue giuen here my Sou]es con[ent 
T'vndeck the pompous Body of a King i 
Made Glory bale  a Soueraigntie, a Slaue  
Prowd Maiepcie, a Subiec'-t  State,a Pe[ant. 
North. My Lord. 
ticb. No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man 
N%nor no roans Lord : I haue no Name, no Title 
No, not that Name was gluen me at the Font 
But "tis v[urpt : alack the heauie day, 
That I haue worne [o many Winters out 
And know not now what Name to call my [elfe. 
Oh, that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne ofBullingbrode 
To melt my/'elfe away in Water-drops. 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good 
And if my word be Sterling yet in England 
Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight, 

That it may/hew me what a Face I haue 
Since it is Bankrupt of hi Maicftie. 
5Bull Goe [ome ofyouand t'etch a Looking-Glaffe- 
-North. Read o're this Paper, while 3 Glaffe doth come. 
Rich.Fiend,thou torments me, ere I come to Hell. 
ull. Vrge it no more, my Lord -Nrthumberland. 
-North.The Commons will not then be [atisfy'd. 
Rich.They/hall be [atisfy'd : Ile reade enough, 
When I doe lee the very Booke indeede, 
Where all my finnes are writ, and that's my felfe. 
Enter one ith a Glaffe. 
Glue me that Glaffe,and therein will 1 reade. 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow rucke 
So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds. Oh flatt'ring GlatTe 
Like to my followers in profperitie, 
Thou do'Pc beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That euery day, vnder his Houfe-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe ten thou[and men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sunne, did make beholders winke 
Is this the Facelwhich fac'd fo many follyes 
That was at laft out-fac'd by ullingbroole ? 
A brittle Glory/hineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 
For there it is crackt in an hundred /hiuers. 
Marke filent King, the Morall of this fport, 
How tbone my Sorrow hath deftroy'd my Face. 
Bull The/hadow of your Sorrow hath dePcroy'd 
The /hadow of your Face. 
Rich. Say that againe. 
The /hadow of my Sorrow : ha, let's 
'Tis very true my Griefe lyes all within, 
And thefe externall manner of Laments, 
Are meerely/hadowes, to the vnthene Griefe, 
That fwells with filence in the tortur'd Soule. 
There lyes the [ubftance : and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bountie,that not onely giu'Pc 
Me cau[e to wayl% but teachelt me the way 
How to lament the cau[e. Ile begge one Boone 
And then be gone,and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtalne it .a 
Bull. Name i b faire Coufin. 
_/cb. Faire Coufin ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but [ubiegts being now a fubie& 
I haue a King here to my fiatterer : 
Being [o great, 1 haue no neede to begge. 
Bull. Yet aske. 
Rich. And /hall I haue .a 
Bull. You/hall. 
Rich. Then glue me leaue to goe. 
Bull. Whither? 
Rich. Whither you will, fo I were fi'om your fights. 
1ull. Goe [ome ofyou,conuey him to the Tower. 
Rich. Oh good: conuey: Conueyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
ull. On Vedne[day next, we [olemnly let downe 
Our Coronation: Lords prepare your [dues. Exeunt. 
4bbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 
Carl The Woes to come,the Children yet vnborn% 
Shall feele this day a/harpe to them as Thorne. 
lum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realme of this pernicious Blot. 
Ibbot. Before I freely [peake my minde herein, 
You/hall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but al[o to effec'-t 

What 
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon fuch bac- 
king : glue me them that will face me. Glue me a Cup 
of Sack I am a Rogue if I drunke to day. 
Prince. 0 Villain% thy Lippes are fcarce wip'd fince 
thou drunk'fr lafr. 
Falfl. Ali's one for that. He drinles. 
A plague of all Cowards frill,fay I. 
Prince. What's the matter ? 
Falfl. What's the matter ? here be foure of vs haue 
ta'ne a thoufand pound this Morning. 
Prinee. Where is it,Iact ? where is it ? 
Falfl. Where is it ? taken from vs it is : a hundred 
vpon poore foure of vs. 
Prince. What a hundred, man ? 
Fals% I am a Rogue ,if I were not at halle Sword with 
a dozen of them two houres together. I haue fcaped by 
miracle. I am eight times thrufr through the Doublet, 
foure through the Hole, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-law, ecceflgnurn. 
I neuer dealt better fince I was a man : all would not doe. 
A plague of all Cowards : let them fpeake i if they fpeake 
more or leffe then truththey are villaines and the fonnes 
of darkneffe. 
Prince. Speake firshow was it ? 
Gad. We foure fet vpon fome dozen. 
Falfl. Sixteene,at leafr,my Lord. 
Gad. And bound them. 
Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 
Falfl. You Rogue, they were bound, euery man of 
them, or I am a Iew elfe,an Ebrew Iew. 
Gad. As we were/haringfome fixe or feuen fre/h men 
fet vpon vs. 
Falfl. And vnbound the refr  and then come in the 
other. 
rince. WhaGfought yee with them all ? 
Falfl. All? I know not what yee call all : but if I 
fought not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radi/h : 
if there were not two or three and fiftie vpon poore olde 
1act G then am I no two-legg'd Creature. 
Poin. Pray Heauen you haue not murthered fome of 
them. 
Falfl. Nay, that's parr praying for i I haue pepper'd 
two of them : Two I am fure I haue payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what Hal, if I tell thee a 
Lye,fpit in my face, call me Horfe: thou knower my olde 
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point i foure Rogues 
in Buckrom let driue at me." 
Prince.Whatfoure? thou fayd'fr but tw%euen now. 
Falfl. Foure Hal, I told thee foure. 
Poin. I,I,he laid foure. 
Falfl. Thefe foure came all a-front and mainely thrufr 
at me i I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen 
points in my Targuet, thus. 
Prince. Seuen ? why there were but foure euen now. 
Falfl. In Buckrom. 
Poin. I,foure,in Buckrom Sutes. 
Falfl. Seuenby thefe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elfe. 
Prin. Prethee let him alone,we /hall haue more anon. 
Falfl. Doefr thou heare me,Hal ? 
Prin. I,and marke thee too, Iact b 
Falfl. Doe fo, for it is worth the lifrning too: thefe 
nine in Buckrom,that I told thee of. 
Prin. So,two more alreadie. 
Falfl. Their Points being broken. 
Poin. Downe fell his Hofe. 
Falfl. Began to glue me ground : but I followed me 

clofe,came in foot and handiand with a though'tfeuen of 
the eleuen I pay'd. 
Prin. 0 monfrrous! eleuen Buckrom men growne 
out of two ? 
Falfl. But as the Deuill would haue it, three mif-be- 
gotten Knaues, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and 
let driue at me i for it was fo darke,Hal, that thou could'It 
not fee thy Hand. 
Prin. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
groffe as a Mountalne, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
brayn'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Foole thou Horfon ob- 
fcene greafie Tallow Catch. 
Falfl. What,art thou mad? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth,the truth ? 
Prin. Why, how could'fi thou know thefe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could'R not 
fee thy Hand . Come, tell vs your reafon:what fay'fi thou 
to this ? 
Poin. Com%your reafon Iact G your reafon. 
Falfl. What,vpon compulfion ? No: were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfi- 
on ? If Reafons were as plentie as Black-berriesI would 
giue no man a Reafon vpon compulfion,I. 
Prin. lie be no longer guiltie of this finne. This fan- 
guine Coward, this Bed-prefferthis Horf-back-breaker 
this huge Hill of Fle/h. 
Falfl. Away you Starueling, you Elfe-skin, you dried 
Nears tongue, Bulles-piffell, you frocke-fi/h:O for breth 
to vtter. What is like thee ? You Tailors yardyou/heath 
you Bow-caf%you vile franding tucke. 
Prin. Well, breath a-while,and then to't againe: and 
when thou haft tyr'd thy felfe in bale comparilbns heare 
me fpeake but thus. 
oin. Marke lacke. 
Prin. We two,faw you foure fet on tbure and bound 
them,and were Malters of their Wealth : mark now how 
a plaine Tale/hall put you downe. Then did we tw% fet 
on you foureand with a word, outfac'd you from your 
prizeand haue it: yea and can/hew it you in the Houfe. 
And Falflaffe,you caried your Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quicke dexteritie,and roared for mercy, and frill ranne 
and roar'd as euer I heard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaue art 
thou, to hacke thy fword as thou hafr doneand then fay 
it was in fight. What trick? what deuice ? what frarting 
hole canfl thou now find out, to hide thee from this open 
and apparant/hame ? 
Poines. Com% let's heare Iacke : What trlcke hafr 
thou now ? 
FaL I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Mafrers was it for me to kill the Heire apparant ? 
Should I turne vpon the true Prince? Why,thou knowefr 
I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware Infrint, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince : Infrin& is a great matter. 
I was a Coward on Infrin& : I /hall thinke the better of 
my felfe, and thee, during my life : I for a valiant Lion 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you haue 
the Mony. Hofreffe, clap to the doores: watch to night, 
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads Boyes, Harts of Gold, 
all the good Titles of Fellow/hip come to you. What 
/hall we be merry?/hall we haue a Play extempory. 
Prin. Contentand the argument /hall be thy runing 
away. 
Fal. Ano more of that Hall and thou louefr me. 
Enter H?fle.ff'e. 
/-/off. My Lord the Prince ? 
Prin. 
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window : at lail I fpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had 
made two holes it1 the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pee- 
ped through. 
Prin. Hath not the boy profited ? 
ar. Away, you horfon vpright Rabbet, away. 
Page. Away, you rafcally lltheas dreame, away. 
Prin. Infiru& vs Boy : what dreame, Boy ? 
Page. Marry (my Lord) llthea dream'd, fhe was de- 
liuer'd of a Firebrand,and therefore I call him hir dream. 
Princt. A Crownes-worth of good Interpretation : 
There it is, Boy. 
Poin. 0 that this good Bloffome could bee kept from 
Cankers : Well, there is fix pence to preferue thee. 
ard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the gallowes fhall be wrong'd. 
Prince. And how doth thy Mailer, Bardolph ? 
ar. Well, my good Lord : he heard of your Graces 
comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you- 
Poin. Deliuer'd with good refpe&: And how doth the 
Martlemas, your Mailer ? 
Bard. In bodily health Sir. 
Poin. Marry, the immortall part needes a Phyfitlan : 
but that moues not him : though that bee ficke, it dyes 
not. 
Prince. I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
me,as my dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you 
he writes. 
Poin.Letter. Iobn Falfla.ffe Knight : (Euery man mull 
know that, as oft as hee hath occafion to name himfelfe:) 
Euen like thole that are kinne to the King, for they neuer 
pricke their finger,but they fay, there is tom of the kings 
blood fpilt. How comes that (tyes he) that takes vpon 
him not to conceiue ? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow- 
ed cap : I am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir. 
Prince. Nay, they will be kin to vs, but they wil fetch 
it from Iapbet. But to the Letter: --Sir Iobn Falflaffe, 
Knight, to the Sonne of the King, neerefl bh Father, Harrie 
Prince of ll:'ales ,greeting. 
Poln. Why this is a Certificate. 
Prin. Peace. 
I trill imitate the honourable Iomaines in breuiHe. 
Poin. Sure he meanes breuity in breath:fhort-winded. 
I c6mmend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leaue thee. Bee 
not too familiar reitb Pointz, fr bee mifufes tby Fauours fo 
much, that be fiveares thou art to marrie bi Sifter Nell. Re- 
pent at idle times az thou mayfl, and fo farev;ell. 
hine, by yea and no : which k as rucb as to fay, as thou 
vfefl him. Iacke Falftaffe with my Familiars: 
Iohn with my 5Brothers and Sifler:Sir 
Iohn, rdth all Europe. 
My Lord, I will fieepe this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eate it. 
Prin. That's to make him eate twenty of his Words. 
But do you vfe me thus Ned? Mull I marry your Sifter? 
Poin. May the Wench haue no ,vorfe Fortune. But I 
neuer laid fo. 
Prin. Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time,& 
the fpirits of the wife, fit in the clouds, and mocke vs : Is 
your Mailer heere in London ? 
Bard. Yes my Lord. 
Prin. Where fuppes he? Doth the old Bore, feede in 
the old Franke? 
ard.At the old place my Lord, in Eat'c-cheape. 
Prin. What Company ? 
Page. Ephefians my Lord, of the old Church. 
Prin. Sup any women with him ? 

Page. None my Lord, but old Mifiris .S./c/(/y, and M. 
Doll Tea,e-fheet. 
Prin. What Pagan may that be ? 
Page" 2k proper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinfwoman 
of my Mailers. 
Prin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Parifh Heyfors are to the 
Towne-Bull ? 
Shall we fteale vpon them (Ned) at Supper ? 
Poln. I am your fhadow, my Lord, lie follow you. 
Prin. Sirrah,you boy, and 23ardolpb, no word to your 
Mailer that I am yet in Towne. 
There's for your filence. 
Bar. I haue no tongue, fir. 
Page. And for mine Sir, I will gouerne it. 
Prin. Fare ye well: go. 
This Doll "Teare-fheet fhould be rome Rode. 
Poin. I warrant you,as common as the way betweene 
S. Albans, and London. 
Prin. How might we fee Falfladff'e befiow himfelfe to 
night, in his true colours, and not our felues be feene. 
Poin. Put on two Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite vpon him at his Table,like Drawers. 
Prin. From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion : It 
was Ioues care. From a Prince, to a Prentice, a low tranf- 
formation, that fhall be mine: for in euery thing,the pur- 
pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me -Ned. xeunt 

Scena 7ertia. 

nter _Northumberland bi Ladie, and attarrie 
Percies Ladle. 
_North. I prethee louing Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Glue an euen way vnto my rough Affaires: 
Put not you on the vifage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percie, troublefome. 
life. I haue giuen ouer, I will fpeak no more, 
Do what you will : your Wifedome, be your guide. 
_North. Alas(fweet Wife)my Honor is at pawne, 
And but my going, nothing can redeeme it. 
La. Oh yet, for heauens fake, go not to there Warrs 
The Time was(Father)when you broke your word, 
When you were more endeer'd to it, then nuw, 
When your owne Percy, when my heart-deere-Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke, to fee his Father 
Bring vp his Powres : but he did long in vaine. 
Who then perfwaded you to flay at home ? 
There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonnes. 
For Yours, may heauenly glory brighten it : 
For His, it fiucke vpon him, as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heauen :and by his Light 
Did all the Cheualrie of England moue 
To do braue A&s. He was (indeed)the GlalTe 
Wherein the Noble-Youth did dreffe themfelues. 
He had no Legges, that pra&ic'd not his Gate : 
And fpeaking thicke (which Nature made his blemi) 
13ecame the Accents of the Yaliant. 
For thole that could fpeke low, and tardily, 
Would turne their owne Perle&ion, to Abufe, 
To theme like him. So that in Speech,in Gate, 
In Diet, in Afle&ions of delight, 
ha Militarie Rules, Humors of Blood, 
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EPILOGVE. 

;.  ,Iy Feare, is your Displeafure : My Curtfle, my utie : 
.gnd my speech, to Begge your 7ardons. If you looSe for a 
good speech no, you vndoe me : For what Ihaue to fay, k 
of mine owne making: and ,vhat (indeed) I fl, ouM fay, ill 
  (Idoubt) prooue mine owne marring. But to the ".Purpofe, 
and fo to the Fenture. Be it nowne to you (as it is very 
ell) Ias lately heere in the end of a displeaflng 7Nay, topray your 79atience 
for it, and to promifi you a Better : [ did meane (indeede) to pay you ith this, 
hich if(like an ill Fenture) it come vniuckily home, Iareae: and you,my gen 
tle Creditors loft. Heere Ipromifl you I would be, and heere I commit my Bodie 
to your Mercies: Bate me fome, andl Mllpay you fome, and(as mofl 2)eators do) 
promife you inflnitdy. 
If my Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : rill you command me to vfe 
my Legges ? 4nd yet that were but light payment, to 7)anceout of your debt: But 
a good Confcience, willmake any pofsiMe fatisf acTion, and fo ill I. 411the Gen 
tlelvomen heere, haue forgiuen me, if the Gentlemen ;ill not,then the Gentlemen 
donotagree with the Gentlewowen, which as neuer feene before, in fuch an 4f 
One word more, I befeech you : if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meat6 
our humble 4uthor Mll continue the Story (;ith Sir Iohn in it) and make you 
merry, ith faire Katherine qFrance : here (for anything Ino ) Fal- 
taffe fhall dye of a fweat, vnlee already he be kild with your hard Opinions : 
For Old-Carrie dyed a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is ;earie, 
hen my Legs are too, I Mll bid you good nig. ht; and fo neele downe before you: 
But (indeed) to prayfor the Q,ueene. 

4o 



I 1 2 T/)e firfl Part ofHenrytbe Sixt. 

Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
And make the Cowards ltand aloofe at bay : 
Sell euery man his life as deere as mine 
And they fhall finde deere Deere of vs my Friends. 
God, and S. eorge Talbot and Englands right, 
Prolper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter a e/q/Teffenger that meets 'o,le. Enter 'ore 
frith Trumaeet , and many Saldiers. 

'or/e. Are not the fpeedy fcouts return'd againe, 
That dog'd fhe mighty Army of the Dolphin ? 
214eft. They are return'd my Lord, and glue it out, 
That he is march'd to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot as he march'd along. 
By your efpyals were difcouered 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which ioyn'd with him, and made their march for 
(Burdeaux 
T'orke. A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfet, 
That thus delayes my promifed fupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiege. 
Renowned Talbot doth expe& my ayde r 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villaine r 
And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier : 
God comfort him in this neceflity : 
If he mifcarry r farewell Warres in France. 

Enter another lq<Ieffenger. 
z./I//ef. Thou Princely Leader of our Englilh flrength r 
Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France 
Spurre to the refcue of the Noble Talbot r 
Who now is girdled with a wafie of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim deftru&ion : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke r to Burdeaux Yorke r 
Elfe farwell Talbot r Francerand Englands honor. 
'or/e. O God, that Somerfet who in proud heart 
Doth ftop my Cornets r were in Talbots place r 
So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman r 
By tbrfeyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 
Mad Jr%and wratbfull fury makes me weepe r 
That thus we dye r while remiflh Traitors fleepe. 
eef. O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 
T'or/e. He dies r we loofe : I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe r they dayly get r 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfet. 
e_q//-ef. Then God take mercy on braue Talbots foule, 
And on his Sonne yong Iohn r who two houres fince 
I met in trauaile toward his warlike Father i 
This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne r 
And now they meete where both their liues are done. 
T'orke. Alas r what ioy/hall noble Talbot haue, 
To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Graue : 
Away, vexation almnft ftoppes my breath r 
That fundred friends greete in the houre of death. 
Lucie farewell, no more my fortune can r 
But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 
lq<Iaine, Bloys, oytlers, and Toures, are wonne away, 
Long all of Somerfet, and his delay. Exit 
Me./'. Thus while the Vulture of fedition, 
Feedes in the bofome of fuch great Commanders r 
Sleeping negle&ion cloth betray to loffe : 
The Conqueft of our fi:arfe-cold Conqueror r 
That euer-liuing man of Memorie r 
Hem'ie the rift : Whiles they each other croffe, 
Liues r Honours Lands r and all r hurtle to loffe. 

Enter 8omerfet ith 

Sore. It is too late, I cannot fend them now : 
This expedition was by 'orle and Talbot, 
Too rafhly plotted. All our generall force r 
Might with a fally of the very Towne 
Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his gloffe of former Honor 
By this vnheedfull r defperater wilde aduenture : 
T'or/e fet him on to figh b and dye in fhame, 
That Talbot dead, great Y'or/e might beare the name. 
Cap. Heere is Sir H/'illiam Lucie r who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht tbrces forth for ayde. 
Sore. How now Sir I4,illiamr whether were you 'ent ? 
Zu.Whether my Lord, from bought & fold L. Talbot 
Who ring'd about with bold aduerfitie r 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfet" r 
To beate affayling death from his weake Reglon% 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there 
Drops bloody fwet from his warre-wearied limbes r 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refcue r 
You his falfe hopes, the truft of Englands. honor 
Keepe off aloofe with worthleffe emulation : 
Let not your priuate difcord keepe away 
The leuied fuccours that fhould lend him ayd% 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeeld vp his life vnto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Bafiard, Charles r CBurgundiG 
llanfon, Reignard compaffe him abou b 
And Talbot periflaeth by your default. 
Sam. Yorke let him on, Yorke fhould haue fent him 
ayde. 
Luc. And Yorke as raft vpon your Grace exclaimes r 
Swearing that you wlth-hold his leuied hoaft, 
Colle&ed for this expidition. 
Sam. York lyes : He might haue fent r & had the Horfe: 
I owe him little Dutie, and leffe Loue, 
And take foule fcorne to fawne on him by fending. 
Lu. The fraud of England, not the force of France r 
Hath now intrapt th Noble-minded Talbot : 
Neuer to England lhall he beare his life, 
But dies betrald to fortune by your ftrife. 
Sore. Come go, I will difpatch the Horlimen ftrait: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Lu. Too late comes refcue r he is tane or flaine, 
For flye he could not, if he would haue fled : 
And flye would Talbot neuer though he might. 
Sore. If he be dead r braue Talbot then adieu. 
Lu. His Fame liues in the world . His Shame in you. 
Exeunt. 

Enter Talbot and hk Snne. 

q'al. 0 yong Iobn Talbot, I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre 
That Talbots name might be in thee reuiu'd, 
When fapleffe Age, and weake vnable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and ill-boading Starresr 
Now thou art come vnto a FeaPc of death, 
A terrible and vnauoyded danger : 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my fwiftef horfe r 
And Ile dire& thee how thou flaalt efcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, daily not, be gone. 
Iobn. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 

Shall 
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0 that your yong Nobility could Judge 
What'twere to lore it, and be miferable. 
They that fand high, haue many blares to/hake them 
And if they fall, they da/h themfelues to peeces. 
licb. Good counfaile marry learne it learne it Mar- 
queffe. 
Dot. It touches you my Lord,as much as me. 
aRkb. I, and much more : but I wasborne fo high: 
Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top 
And dallies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne. 
Mar. And turnes the Sun to/hade ." atas, alas 
Witneffe my Sonne, now in the fhade ofdeath 
Whole bright out-fhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternall darkneffe folded 
Your ayery buildeth in our ayeries Neff: 
0 God that feef it, do not fuflhr it, 
As it is wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 
Buc. Peace, peace for fhame : If not, for Charity. 
Mar. Vrge neither charity, nor/hame to me: 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 
And fhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd. 
My Charity is outrage, Life my fhame, 
And in that fhame fiill liue my forrowes rage. 
513uc. Haue done, haue done. 
Mar. 0 Princely Buckingham, Ile kiffe thy hand 
In figne of League and amity with thee : 
Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houfe : 
Thy Garments are not fpotted with our blood : 
Nor thou within the eompaffe of my curfe. 
513uc. Nor no one heere : for Curfes neuer paffe 
The lips of thole that breath them in the ayre. 
21//ar. I will not thinke but they afcend the sky, 
And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 
O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 
Looke when he fawne% he bite% and when he bites 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death. 
Haue not to do with him, beware of him 
Sinne death,and hell haue let their markes on him 
And all their Minifiers attend on him. 
ch. What doth/he fay, my Lord of Buckingham. 
Buc. Nothing that I relpeCt my gracious Lord. 
Mar. What doff thou fcorne me 
For my gentle counfell ? 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from. 
O but remember this another day 
When he/hall fplit thy very heart with forrow : 
And fay(poore Margaret)was a Propheteffe : 
Liue each of you the fubieCts to his hate 
And he to yours, and all of you to Gods. Exit. 
Buc. My haire doth fiand an end to heare her curfes. 
Riu. And fo doth mine, I mule why/he's at libertie. 
Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother 
She hath had too much wrong, and | repent 
My part thereof that I haue done to her. 
Mar. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 
aRch. Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrong: 
I was too ho% to do fomebody good 
That is too cold in thinking of it now 
Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 
He is frank'd vp to fatting for his paines 
God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. 
Riu. A vertuous, and a Chrifian-like conclufion 
To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 
licb. So do I euer, being well aduis'd. 
For had I curf now I had curfi my felfe. 

Enter Cate,by. 

Cares. Madam, his Maiefiy doth call for you, 
And for your Grace and yours my gracious Lord. 
xY" Catesby I come, Lords will you go with mee. 
aRiu. We wait vpon your Grace. 
Exeunt all but Glofler. 
aRicb. I do the wrong, and firf begin to brawle. 
The fecret Mifcheefes that I let abroach, 
I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others. 
Clarence, who I indeede haue car in darkneffe 
I do beweepe to many fimple Gulles 
Namely to Derby, Haflings, Buclingham 
And tell them 'tis the QEeene,and her Allies, 
That fiirre the King againfi the Duke my Brother. 
Now they beleeue it, and withall whet me 
To be reueng'd on aRiuers DoJ'ct, Grey. 
But then I figh and with a peece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs do good for euill : 
And thus I cloath my naked Villanle 
With odde old ends, fiolne forth of holy Writ, 
And feeme a Saint, when moil I play the deuill. 

Enter two murtherers. 
But fort, heere come my Executioners, 
How now my hardy flout refolued Mate% 
Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 
"Uil.We are my Lord,and come to haue the Warran b 
That we m-y be admitted where he is. 
Ric. Well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me : 
When you haue done, repayre to Crosby place i 
But firs be fodaine in the execution, 
Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 
For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him. 
"Uil. Tut, tub my Lord we will not fand to prate 
Talkers are no good dooers, be affur'd: 
We go to vfe our hands, and not our tongues. 
ich. Your eyes drop Mill-fones, when Fooles e)es 
fall Teares : 
I like you Lads, about your bufineffe fralght. 
Go, go, difpatch. 
Uil. We will my Noble Lord. 

Scena Q.tarta. 

Enter Clarece and Keeper. 
Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day. 
Cla. O,I haue pail a mitrable night 
So full of fearefull Dreames, of vgly fights 
That as I am a Chrifiian faithfull man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though "twere to buy a world of happy dales: 
So full ofdifmall terror was the time. 
Keep.What was your dream my Lord, I pray you tel me 
Cla.Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower 
And was embark'd to croffe to Burgundy 
And in my company my Brother Gloufier, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 
Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd toward England 
And cited vp a thoufand heauy times, 
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And giue your hearts to; when they once perceiue 
The leair rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, neuer found againe 
But where they meane to finke ye : all good people 
Pray for me, I muir now forFake ye; the iaflc houre 
Of my long weary lith is come vpon me : 
Farewell; and when you would fay fomthing that is fad, 
Speake how I fell. 
I haue done;and God tbrgiue me. 
Exeunt Dul(e and Wraine. 
x. O, this is full of pitty; Sir, it cals 
I feare, too many curfes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 
z. If the Duke be guiltleffe, 
'Tis full of woe : yet I can glue you inckling 
Of an enfuing euill, if it fall, 
Greater then this. 
I. Good Angels keepe it from vs: 
What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir? 
z. This Secret is fo weighty,'twill require 
A irrong faith to conceale it. 
I: Let me haue it : 
I doe not talke much. 
z. I am confident; 
You/hall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Betweene the King and Katherine ? 
x. Yes, but it held not; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He lent command to the Lord Mayor fraight 
To irop the rumor;and allay thole tongues 
That durir difperfe it. 
z. But that flander Sir, 
Is found a truth now: for it growes agen 
Fre/her then e're it was ; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Card;nail, 
Or fome about him neere, haue out of malice 
To the good Qseen% poffef him with a fcruple 
That will vndoe her: To confirme this too, 
Card;nail Campeius is arriu'd, and lately, 
As all thinke for this bufines. 
x. Tis the Card;nail; 
And meerely to reuenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beftowing on him at his asking, 
The Archbi/hopricke of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 
z. I thinke 
You haue hit the marke ; but is't not cruell, 
That/he/hould feele the fmart of this : the Card;nail 
Will haue his will, and/he muff fall. 
x. 'Tis wofull. 
Wee are too open heere to argue this : 
Let's thinke in priuate more. Exeunt. 

Ncena 8ecunda. 

Enter Lord Chamherlaine, reading this Letter. 
M Lord, the ttorfes your Lordfhip fint for, ith all the 
care I had, 1 faw wdl chofen, ridden, and furnifh'd. 
They vere young and handJome, and of the heft 3reed in the 
North. When they were ready to let out for London, a man 
of my Lord Card;halls, by Commiffon, and maine power tool(e 
"era fi-ora me, faith thia reafon:his maifler would bee firu'd be- 

fore a &bieH, if not before the King :hich flop'dour mouthes 
Sir. 
I feare he will indeede  well let him haue them  hee 
will haue all I thinke. 

Enter to the Lord Chamberlaine, the Dues of Nor- 
folle and Suffolle. 
orf. Well met my Lord Ckamberlaine. 
Chain. Good day to both your Graces. 
Surf. How is the King imployd ? 
Chain. I left him priuat% 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Noel. What's the caufe ? 
Chara. It feemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha's crept too neere his Confcienceo 
Surf. No, his Conlkience 
Ha's crept too neere another Ladie. 
2Vorf. Tis fo; 
This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardlnall, 
That blinde PriePq like the eldefi Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he liir. The King will know him one day. 
Surf. Pray God he doe, 
Hee'l neuer know himfel/ elfe. 
2Vorf. How holily he workes in all his bufineffe, 
And with what zeale? For now he has crackt the League 
Between vs & the Emperor (the QEeens great Nephew) 
He diues into the Kings Soule, and there fcatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out of all thefe, to refiore the King, 
He counlls a Diuorce, a loffe of her 
That like a Iewell, ha's hung twenty yeares 
About his necke, yet neuer loir her lufh'e ; 
Of her that loues him with that excellence, 
That Angels loue good men.with: Euen of her, 
That when the greatef froake of Fortune falls 
Will bleffe the King : and is not this courfe pious ? 
Cham.Heauen keep me from fuch councel:tis mof true 
There newes are euery where, euery tongue fpeaks 'era, 
And euery true heart weepes for't. All that dare 
Looke into thefe affhires, fee this maine end, 
The French Kings Sifter. Heauen will one day open 
The Kings eyes, that fo long haue flept vpon 
This bold bad man. 
Surf. And free vs from his flauery. 
2Vof. We had need pray 
And heartily, for our deliuerance; 
Or this imperious man xvill workevs all 
From Princes into Pages : all mens honours 
Lie like one lumpe before him, to be fafhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 
Surf. For me, my Lords, 
I loue him not, nor feare him,there's my Creede: 
As I am made without himfo Ile fand, 
If the King pleafe : his Curfes and his bleflings 
Touch me alike: th'are breath I not beleeue in. 
I knew him,and I know him : fo I leaue him 
To him that made him proud i the Pope. 
2Vof. Let's in ; 
And with rome other bufines, put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much vpon him: 
My Lord, youle beare vs company? 
Chara. Excufe me, 
The King ha's lent me otberwhere : Betides 
You'l finde a moir vnfit time to difurbe him: 
Health to your Lord/hips. 
V _/0r. 
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And range with humble liuers in Content, 
Then to be perk'd vp in a glifiring griefe, 
And weare a golden forrow. 
Old L. Our content 
Is our heft hauing. 
.tqnne. By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Qeene. 
Old. L. Be/hrew me, I would, 
And venture Maidenhead for't, and fo would you 
For all this fpice of your Hipocrifie: 
You that haue fo faire parts of Woman on you, 
Haue (too) a Womans heart, which euer yet 
Affe&ed Eminence, Wealth, Soueraignty i 
Which, to fay footh, are Bleffings i and which guift 
(Sauing your mincing) the capacity 
Of your loft Chiuerell Confcience, would receiue, 
If you might pleafe to firetch it. 
.dnne. Nay, good troth. 
OML. Yes troth, & trothiyou would not be a Qeen? 
'lr.ne. No not for all the riches vnder Heauen. 
Old. L.Tis firangeia threepence bow'd would hire me 
Old as I am, to Qeene it : but I pray you, 
What thinke you ufa Dutcheffe ? Haue you limbs 
To beare that load of Title ? 
2"/n. No in truth. 
Old. L. Then you are weakly made iplucke off a little, 
I would not be a yofing Count in your way, 
For more then blu/hing comes to: If your backe 
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, tis too weake 
Euer to get a Boy. 
,_An. How you doe talke i 
I fweare againe, I would not be a Qeene, 
For all the world : 
Old. L. In faith, for little England 
You'ld venture an emballing: I my felfe 
Would for Carnaruanfbire, although there long'd 
No more to th" Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter Lord Chamber[aine. " (know 
L. Chain. Good morrow Ladies i what wer't worth to 
The fecret of your conference ? 
/n. My good Lord, 
Not your demand i it values not your asking : 
Our Miftris Sorrowes we were pittying. 
Chain. It was a gentle bufineffe, and becomming 
The a&ion of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 
/n. Now I pray God, .4men. 
Chain. You beare a gentle mind% & heau'nly ble/'fings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
Perceiue I fpeake fincerely, and high notes 
Tane of your many vertues i the Kings Maiefty 
Commends his good opinion of you,to you i and 
Doe's purpofe honour to you no leffe flowing, 
Then Marchioneffe of Pembrooe i to which Title, 
A Thoufand pound a yeare, Annuall fupport, 
Out of his Grace, he addes. 
/n. I doe not know 
What kinde of my obedience, I Pnould tender i 
More then my All, is Nothing : Nor my Prayers 
Are not words duely hallowedi nor my Wifhes 
More worth, then empty vanities : yet Prayers & Wi/hes 
Are all I can returne. 'Befeech your Lord/hip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeake my thankes, and my obedience, 
As from a blu/h ng Handmaid, to his Highneffe; 
Whole health and Royalty I pray for. 

Chain. Lady i 
I/hall not faile t'approue the faire conceit 
The King bath of you. I haue perus'd her wel b 
Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled, 
That they haue caught the King : and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady, may proceed a Iemme, 
To lighten all this lle. I'le to the King, 
And fay I/-poke with you. 
Exit Lord Chamberlalne. 
/n. My honour'd Lord. 
Old. L. Why this it is : See, fee, 
I haue beene begging fixteene yeares in Court 
{Am yet a Courtier beggedy) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For anyfuit of pounds: and you, (oh fate) 
A very fre/h Fi/h heere i fye, fye, fye vpon 
This compel'd fortune : haue your mouth fild 
Before you open it. 
/n. This is trange to me. 
OldL. How tarts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no: 
There was a Lady once (tis an old Story) 
That would not be a Qeene, that would /he not 
For all the mud in Egypt i haue you heard it ? 
/n. Come you are pleafant. 
0/d. L. With your Theame, I could 
O're-mount the Larke: The Marchioneffe of Pembrooe? 
A thoufand pounds a yeare, for pure refpec"t 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promi!is mo thoufands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt i by this time 
I know your backe will beare a Dutcheffe. Say, 
Are you not ronger then you were? 
A/n. Good Lady, 
Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leaue me out on't. 'ould I had no being 
If this falute my blood a iot ; it faints me 
To thinke what followes. 
The Qeene is comfortleffe, and wee forgetfull 
In our long abfence : pray doe not deliuer, 
What heere v'haue heard to her. 
OldL. What doe you thinke me  Exeu:t. 

Scena Qdlarta. 

Trumtets , Sennet, and Cornets. 
E;;ter tvo 17ergers, with.[hot flluer rvands ; newt them trio 
Scribes in the habite  Doors; aer them, the op 
Canterbury alne i after him, the 
Roche,, and S. Afaph: Next them, ,ith fome fmall 
great &ale and a Cardinals at : Tben to Prisbea- 
ring eacb a Siluer gr : Tben a Gentlan er bare- 
beadedaccmanyed itb a Sergeant at rmes bearing a 
Siluer ace : Tben to Gtlen bearing to great 
Silr Pilkrs : er tbemde 
to NoMemen tb tbe Srd and ace. Tbe K;ng taes 
lace wnder tbe lotb  State. 
ttennts and in conuenient order about tbe Stage. 
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His Greatneffe is a ripening, nippes his roote, 
And then he fals as I do. I haue ventur'd 
Like little wanton Boyes that fwim on bladders : 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But farre beyond my depth: my hlgh-blowne Pride 
At length broke vnder me, and now ha's left me 
Weary, and old with Seruice, to the mercy 
Of a rude freame, that muf for euer hide me. 
Vaine pompe, and glory of this World, I hate ye, 
I feele my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
Is that poore man, that hangs on Princes fauours? 
There is betwixt that fmile we would afpire too, 
That fweet Afpe& of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs, and feares then warres, or women haue 
And when he falles, he falles like Lucifer, 
Neuer to hope againe. 
Enter Cromv;ell, flanding amazed. 
Why how now Cromwell ? 
Crom. I haue no power to fpeake Sir. 
Car. What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great man /hould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am falne indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace. 
Card. Why well : 
Neuer fo truly happy, my good Cromwell, 
I know my felfe now, and I feele within me, 
A peace aboue all earthly Dignities, 
A ftill, and quiet Confcience. The King ha's cur'd 
I humbly thanke his Grace : and from thefe /houlders 
Thefe ruin'd Pillers, out of pitty, taken 
A loade, would flake a Nauy, (too much Honor.) 
0 't_is a burden Cromwel, "tis a burden 
Too heauy for a man, that hopes for Heauen. 
Crom. I am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that right vfe of it. 
Card. I hope I haue : 
I am able now (me thinkes) 
(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, I feele) 
To endure more Miferies, and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted Enemies, dare offer. 
What Newes abroad? 
Crom. The heauie, and the wor, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 
Card. God bleffe him. 
Crom. The next is, that Sir '-fboma loore is chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. 
Card. That's fomewhat fodaln. 
But he's a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highneffe fauour, and do Iuice 
For Truths-fake, and his Confience ; that his bones, 
When he ha's run his courfe, and fieepes in Bleffings, 
May haue a Tombe of Orphants teares wept on him. 
What more ? 
Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome 
Inall'd Lord Arch-by/hop of Canterbury. 
Card. That's Newes indeed. 
Crom. Laff, that the Lady Xlnne, 
Whom the King hath in fecrecie long married, 
This day was view'd in open, as his Qeene, 
Going to Chappell : and the royce is now 
Onely about her Corronation. 
Card. There was the waight that pull'd me downe. 
0 Cromwell, 
The King ha's gone beyond me : All my Glories 
In that one woman, I haue lo for euer. 

No Sun,/hall euer v/her forth mine Honors, 
Or glide againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vpon my fmiles. Go get thee from me Cromwel, 
I am a poore falne man, vnworthy now 
To be thy Lord, and Mafter. Seeke the King 
(That Sun, I pray may neuer fet).I haue told him, 
What, and how true thou art ; he will aduance thee : 
Some little memory of me, will ftirre him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopefull feruice peri/h too. Good Cromv;ell 
Negle him not ; make vt now, and prouide 
For thine owne future fafity. 
Crom. O my Lord, 
MuP I then leaue you ? MuP I needes forgo 
So good, fo Noble, and tb true a Mailer ? 
Beare witneffe, all that haue not hearts of Iron, 
With what a forrow Cromreel leaues his Lord. 
The King/hall haue my feruice ; but my prayres 
For euer, and for euer /hall be youm. 
Card. Cromwel, I did not thinke to/heal a teare 
In all my Miferies : But thou haft forc'd me 
(Out of thy honeP truth) to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : And thus farre heare me G-omwel, 
And when I am forgotten, as I /hall be, 
And fieepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more muP be heard of: Say I taught thee; 
Say W'o/fey, that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And tu-nded all the Depths, and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wracke)to rife in : 
A lure, and fafe one, though thy Marker mif it. 
Marke but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd me : 
Cromel, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that finne fell the Angels : how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker)hope to win by it ? 
Loue thy felfe laP, cheri/h thole hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more then Honefy. 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence enuious Tongues. Ee iuP,and feare not ; 
Let all the ends thou aym'P at, be thy Countries, 
Thy Gods, and Truths. Then if thou falFP(O Cromwell) 
Thou fall'Pc a bleffed Martyr. 
Serue the King : And prythee leade me in : 
There take an Inuentory of all I haue, 
To the laP peny, "t_is the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heauen, is all, 
I dare now call mine owne. 0 Cromwel, Crmreel, 
Had I but feru'd my God, with halfe the Zeale 
I feru'd my King : he would not in mine Age 
Haue left me naked to mine Enemies. 
Crom. Good Sir, haue patience. 
Card. So I haue. Farewell 
The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Heauen do dwell. 
Exeunt. 

icTusQ_.j  artus. Scena  rima. 

nter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 

I Y'are well met once aine. 
2 So are you. 
x You come to take your ftand heere, and behold 
The Lady lnne, paffe from her Corronation. 
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